The destination is One: It's how vou get there— A sister's 
recollection of her brother's life 
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Everyone shall taste death. Then unto Us you shall be returned (-4/ 'Ankaboot: 57) 



That's right. Every single one of us shall taste death. No one in the history of mankind has 
overcome it and never will they be able to surpass this fact of life. And since death is going 
to come to each one of us inevitably, why don't we make the most of it by trying to find 
the 'market' where we can sell our souls to Allah in the best possible manner and thus 
depart this life honorably? The destination is one. To Allah you shall return. He will 
decide. You will submit. It's going to be either a life of eternal happiness or an eternity of 
torture and humiliation. It doesn't matter how long we spend in this dunya, it doesn't 
matter all the wealth we hoard. What remains is that to Allah we will return. All of us. It's 
in what state we get there that matters. 



There are those who left their homes. There are those who had access to all the delights of 
this world and all the glamour that it offers. There are those who could have earned in the 
six digits and made big names; those who had access to literally anything and everything. 
They are those who left their homes, wealth and everything dear to them to aid this deen; 
to aid their brothers and sisters whom other than believing in la ilaha illal lah they had 
nothing in common with; neither the language, nor the culture, nor the lifestyle. Nothing. 
They left everything just for the sake of Allah and to earn His pleasure. They saw nothing 
else except the promise of Allah in front of them. For them, it was a tunnel, a path, ablaze 
with light. They saw its destination clearly. 



They neither hesitated nor wavered. The goal was clear even though the road was tough 
and bumpy. But they knew that they had to get there. They knew it was the Truth. They 
thought, 'what is meant to happen will happen. Allah has promised us, and Allah never 
breaks His promise.' Yet despite all these difficult decisions, these people seeing all the 
good this world has to offer on the one hand, and all the hardships of leaving the life of 
ease and comfort and moving to a life of difficulty, where death stares you in the eye at 
every moment on the other hand, these people remain steadfast. They have their 



complete and absolute trust upon Allah. They know it's the Truth. The very fact that they 
believed and stood up for this religion and died for it or are yearning to die for it, is not 
only a testament to their belief in Allah but also to a strong yaqeen (conviction) in His 
promise. They were true to themselves and to their Lord; they said, and they did. They 
spoke and wrote and incited others towards what they themselves acted upon. These are 
the real men- men of honour and Truth. 

Among the believers are men who have been true to their covenant with Allah [i.e. they 

have gone out for jihad (holy fighting), and showed not their backs to the disbelievers]' of 

them some have fulfilled their obligations (i.e. have been martyred); and some of them are 

still waiting, but they have never changed (i.e. they never proved treacherous to their 

covenant which they concluded with Allah) in the least. (Al Ahzab:23) 



My brother was of those who fulfilled his obligations, amongst those who acted upon the 
knowledge he had gained. He was just a regular brother, no 'aalim, no shaykh, just a 
regular brother. He was of those who questioned the facts, understood reality and made 
the crucial decision of acting. It was the qadr of Allah that he was destined to live for only 
26 years until one of the tools (Drones) of shaytan (America) struck him along with a few 
other brothers in March 2010. He died the death of a shaheed in sha Allah as we consider 
him to be and today he faces a life of eternal bliss with the prophets and the companions 
and the Martyrs in sha Allah. And what a blessed place to be! 



Before he left to carry out his duty, he didn't think twice about his past and all his 
achievements. He graduated from a 'prestigious' American university and was an aspiring 
lawyer before Allah guided him to the Truth. He was about to take his second round of 
LSAT's in the Fall of 2006 but before that he had to return back home and leave America for 
a while as his student visa was expiring. When he came back home, he started questioning 
the political situation of the ummah. He would later tell me that 'we all understood the 
Muslim issue of Palestine in a very Westernized context-- that it is a war for land. This is 
how it was ingrained in to us. We were never really exposed to those horrific images of 
our brothers and sisters being massacred or of the hero Muhammad ad Durrah with his 
son being murdered in front of his eyes. We were just shown that the Palestinians were 
terrorists who were fighting the Israelis and were branded as terrorists.' He would also tell 
me, 'the only reason that they [the West] like me and others like me is because I was like 
them. I would talk like them, eat like them, dress like them, hang out with them, basically, 
I was one of them and in being one of them, I was not fulfilling the criteria of being 
Muslim- you can't be half Muslim and half Non-Muslim and still be considered a Muslim. 
However, when you become a practicing Muslim, they don't love you as they did when you 
were just like them. That made me question what it is that makes them change their 



opinion of us. No doubt, It is Islam that makes them change. It is Islam they have a 
problem with.' 



This dunya could have given him mounds of gold, but he left it all. He left literally 
everything he owned (except his laptop, which was extremely precious to him!). Nothing 
was more precious to him than going for Jihad fi sabilillah and being with the other 
brothers in the mountains. 



In December 2007 he had told me, 'take good care of the family. I might not be here in the 
summer. I'll be in the mountains.' At that time, jihad was something that I read about, 
that I watched being played out in the As-Sahab videos, and yes we loved our brothers in 
the mountains. However, when my own brother wanted to take this crucial step, I said to 
myself, this is real. This was a powerful reality-check up on my iman, and I knew at that 
time I wasn't ready for all this. It was all too easy to admire the brothers in the videos 
fighting in Afghanistan and Iraq and Chechnya and to tell others how jihad was fardh 'ayn. 
But what if my own brother left? Now that was real. I didn't want to lose my brother. I 
told him, 'you have a future, you have to study and get your masters. You've told others 
that you've come here to get a degree in Islamic Sciences and you're not going to actually 
do that?!' This is how I thought at the time. The Western way of thinking was so deeply 
entrenched in my system that even though Allah had guided me through my brother in 
understanding jihad, I was still concerned about him studying. But, studying to do what? 
To gain more and more knowledge and not act upon it?! 



The fact is, that summer (2008) did indeed come and he did indeed go, but the situation 
in Waziristan was becoming worse. He was told to leave and come back again when called. 



His call of duty eventually came in January 2009. Nobody in our house except myself knew 
anything about his leaving. All the arrangements had been made; he just had to figure out 
a way of telling my mother (my father was out of town at the time). He told her, he was 
going with the Tablighi Jamaat crew to do da'wah and would come back in three months. 
He took nothing with him, just what he was wearing and a small bag with 2-3 pairs of 
shalwar Kamizes. However, my mother forced him to take a little bigger bag where she 
put in a few dry food items, a few more clothes and some accessories. She would say, 'why 
aren't you taking your jacket with you, its winter!' and, 'you're going for three whole 
months, do you know how long that is, you should be taking more stuff with you, you'll be 
needing it!' He would say, 'ammi, I won't be needing all this stuff, plus the bus has become 
full already. The organizer has told us not to bring anything.' 'How come there is no space 
just for your bag?' my mom would ask. One of my mother's last comments, even though 
she had no idea about where my brother was going was, 'are you going for jihad or 



something?! You're going in such a miserly state!' Clearly, if she knew it was really what 
she had just said, then she would have stopped him there and then. Subhan Allah, Allah 
brought her that much closer to realizing what the truth was, but not enough so that she 
would stop him! And Allah guides those who strive in his cause: 
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As for those who strive hard for Us (in Our cause), We will surely guide them to Our paths. 
And verily, Allah is with the doers of good (Al 'Ankaboot: 69) 

To my little brother (13 years younger than him), he said, Til be back in three months in 
sha Allah.' My father was not with us at the time, so he knew nothing. I never really got to 
exchange any goodbyes with him- that would have been too obvious. I was eating lunch as 
he left. It was a very awkward goodbye. He left, and as we thought, never to come back. 
That was it, I'm never going to see him again. May Allah ease his path, I said to myself. My 
mother on the other hand really thought he would come back. She would tell me 
periodically during the first three months, 'let's call him up and at least see how he's 
doing.' I would tell her, 'ammi, where he's gone, they can't use phones. They're working in 
very remote villages and they've been told to focus on doing their da'wah 24/7.' Little did 
she know what I was talking about. When the three month limit was about to end, she 
would become happy and say, 'he'll be here in a few days in sha Allah. This time I'm going 
to tell him, 'you should really get serious and find some work. You think you can study all 
this time, how long are you going to study for? When are you going to get married?! You 
can't just continue like this.' 



As soon as three months passed, we received a letter from him where he said something 
to the effect of (we had to destroy the letter for security reasons), ' I know I said I would be 
back in three months, but I couldn't tell you the truth at the time. I would rather live a life 
of honour and freedom and die with my brothers here than live a life of luxury there. I 
would rather die the death of a shaheed than become old and fragile, dependent upon 
others for my basic needs- not even able to use the bathroom without someone's aid. The 
truth is I should have left much earlier but perhaps it was the disease in my heart, the 
wahn (love of life and hatred of death) or even cowardice that prevented me.' 



My mother and father read the letter. They were surprised, saddened and indifferent at 
the same time. They were surprised at the fact that he actually took such a huge step, 
saddened because they felt they lost their son, but indifferent in the sense they knew it 
was coming. (My father knew his views much more than my mother). It was just a matter 
of when. None of us had any expectations of meeting him at all. 'Once you go for jihad, 
you go with the intention of never coming back, I'm probably never ever going to see him', 
is what I told myself. But somehow in the corner of my heart somewhere I did harbor the 



possibility of him coming back, whether it was to see us or take me with him. Whatever it 
was, I had yaqeen that we would see him at least once. 



Alhamdulillah, Allah did bless us with a surprise visit from my brother. It's the best Eid gift 
one could over receive. After not having seen my brother for eight months straight, and 
not knowing much about his condition, I was overjoyed. I say it was the best Eid gift, 
because last Eid (September 2009), my family and I were at a family gathering on the 3 rd 
day. It was the last thing on my mind that I would get a call from my brother. Ever. 



We had recently changed houses so he didn't come to our home directly. He went to the 
house of one of my aunts whose address he knew and called from there. As I said 'as 
salaamu 'alaikum,' the aunt said, 'here you go, there's a call for you.' I said 'as salaamu 
'alaikum' once again. It was the sound of a man. I couldn't recognize the voice as he was 
speaking in Urdu in addition to the fact that I hadn't heard that voice for eight consecutive 
months! Upon noticing that I didn't recognize the voice, he asked me, 'aapne yeh kitab ka 
nam suna hai: An Incomplete History?' (trans: Have you heard of this book: An Incomplete 
History?) My heart skipped a beat right there and tears immediately overflowed from my 
eyes. Even before I said,' yes', I was like, that's him! (Before he had left, he had written a 
book about a subject very dear to his heart namely, the Muslims of Andalus after the Fall of 
Granada in 1492 and a comparison of their situation to the Muslims in the West today). I 
had wanted to see him for so long! That past Ramadan one of my consistent du'as was, 
'Oh Allah, please let me see him again, just once! And not because I want him to come 
here and live with us and leave the jihad which is fardh 'ayn upon every able Muslim, but 
just because I miss him so much, and just to understand the situation of the brothers over 
there!' We both put the phone down after my brother recognized that I knew that it was 
really him I was speaking to. 



When my family and I got into the car after the family gathering, I just told them, 'hurry up, 
we need to get home.' They were a bit surprised at my comments as to what the hurry 
was. Then I said, 'we have a surprise waiting for us at home.' The first thing my dad asked 
was, 'when did you hear?' He knew exactly what I was talking about. To my little brother, 
who didn't really understand what I was saying, I said, 'its better than the best gift you 
could ever imagine, better than getting a PS3 or having your favorite food!' It was around 
10.30pm that night when we got home. My mother and father immediately went outside 
our compound near the main gate and waited for him to show up. They were especially 
worried because there was an army van full of soldiers outside of a house near to ours. My 
dad was shuddering thinking it might just be that the army had timed my brother's 
movements. It turns out that the Army convoy was there to guard some rich person's 
party. 



Around 11 pm, the sound of a rickshaw was heard and a bearded man came out. That's 
him, my mom knew exactly. My parents just took him into the car and brought him home 
without asking any questions. It was an incredible experience— a mujahid fi sabil illah 
speaking to us face to face and giving us a first hand picture of what life is really like as a 
mujahid. In our own house! So many of the brothers and sisters would do anything to 
understand what really is happening or to find a way to get to the fields of jihad, and Allah 
blessed us with someone from our own household! That night we spoke about literally 
everything, and every hour that passed seemed like a minute. We had to force ourselves 
to sleep after fajr as there was still so much to speak about. One of the reasons my 
brother came back at that particular time was because the military operation was 
supposed to start since April or May and the Pakistani Forces were building up their 
strength. It took them a good 4-5 months to eventually announce it. In that period many 
of the mujahideen were told to go to the main cities and disperse for a while until called. 
For my brother this period lasted for approximately two months until he was called back in 
mid November 2009. This was to be our last meeting ever. He left directly after fajr. 
Again, my brother and I exchanged no goodbyes. Either that was because he was in a 
hurry or as I learned later, it was possibly in order not to weaken his resolve. Hugging and 
crying before going for a duty such as jihad only softens you inside. 



In the beginning of January 2010 I wrote a letter to my brother asking him how he was. I 
was also trying hard to get him married so in the letter I asked how he wanted to proceed. 
We found a sister for him and everything. I only received a reply from him in late March 
about what to do regarding him getting married. Yes, it took two and a half months to get 
a reply because of the security on the checkpoints. I don't remember a day passing by 
between when I sent the letter and when I got a reply where I didn't think about him and 
getting a reply from him. I would say in my dua's, 'I have full yaqeen in you, oh Allah. This 
letter will come when it has to come and indeed if it is meant to come, no body can stop it 
from coming' (see the excerpt in the letter below). As soon as I read my brother's letter, I 
showed it to my mother and younger brother. We were all so happy to hear from him 
after so long. He seemed very happy and wanted to share many of his experiences about 
the places he went to and the people he met. He even asked me to get some books for 
him and to send him some money. 



He also told us in the letter to 'expect me in a few months'. I thought it was so real, 
another chance to meet my brother! I couldn't wait! He also added in the letter: 

"JazakAllah khair for the letter. I have received it a little late due to the problems 
on the road to here. Things are alright here so far. The war in masood is going on 
slow and steady just as a guerilla war should. In other words, its one or two of 
these Pakistani terrorists, or I mean soldiers, going to hell per day. The heat should 



And: 



turn up around april. Im sure you guys heard about the Khost bombing at the CIA 
HQ. All I can say is: unbelievable guy and unbelievable story of how he got here. 
Just goes to show you cant buy real mujahids, only fake munafiqeen that hunger 
after dollars.." 



" Once agains pray for all of us here and pray that Allah subhanu wa ta'aala frees 
us from this predicament and gives us victory or blesses us with shahada. Once 
again salaams to the family and all the well wishers. " 



That was Tuesday night. On Thursday evening, I got a message saying, 'he doesn't need 
those things anymore.' This was regarding the items that I wanted to send over. What 
would you think when someone tells you so and so doesn't need something anymore 
when previously they always needed it? Can your thoughts go anywhere else but the 
inevitable? Just two days ago I received a letter with all those happy moments that he 
wanted to share with me. So many unfinished matters, so many things to speak about, so 
much time that we couldn't spend together! Subhan Allah, I thought. This is it. May Allah 
accept it, May Allah accept it. May He give my brother the highest levels of Jannah. Oh 
Allah, please unite me with my brother, oh Allah, all those pending matters! Please unite 
me with my dear brother and allow us to catch up on the time we lost in this Dunya\ Oh 
Allah indeed Your promise is true and Your deen is the Haqq. A few years we've lost here 
is nothing compared to the eternity that is yet to come. Oh Allah please accept it! Ameen. 



Many times I would think, oh Allah, why now? He could have contributed so much to the 
ummah. He was an excellent writer and orator and a political science and history expert. 
He contributed so much to the mujahideen with his knowledge and his ability to analyze 
current events in light of history, especially to their media. There are a lot of ulema' and 
scholars from whom we can derive knowledge but what about young, talented brothers in 
the fields of jihad who not only understand the enemy inside and out but also understand 
the global situation and how it fits in to all the other puzzle pieces? I thought, 'isn't this 
such a huge loss to the ummah?' There was so much work that could be taken from him. 



Yet, every time I think along these lines, I am forced to remember what Maulana Saeed 
Ullah or Shaykh Asim 1 said to Ustadh Ahmed a little while before his shahada in sha Allah: 
"why is it that my other companions have become shaheed in the bombardment and I 



1 He was a brother who contributed heavily to the jihad through his words and writings. As-Sahab has made a 
video on his life which is part of the Pasban e Haram series (Protectors of the Sanctuary) in which one of the 
videos is also about Dr. Arshad Waheed's life. 



survived?' So Ustadh Ahmed replied, 'perhaps it is because Allah wants to take some more 
work from you, maybe this is why.' So Shaykh Asim said, 'no, this is not it.' After staying 

quiet for a few moments he replied with the hadith of Rasool Allah (,oLjj _9 <ulc olll l _ f JLo): 

(Verily, Allah is Pure and He does not accept anything except what is pure) [Sahih Muslim) 

This is why Allah did not accept me.' So by Allah, by Allah! Not everyone is blessed with 
shahada except those whom Allah loves and those who are pure. And oh my brother you 
were definitely of those whom Allah loved. How else can it be! May Allah pour his 
expansive rahma upon you! 



Precious blood was lost the day you left this dunya but how fortunate you are, how 
fortunate that you were taken away in the state of iman, in a state of purity and taqwal 
What difference does it make that Allah took you now instead of after a month or a few 
years, what difference?! The destination is the same. Either way, we all strive for Al 
firdows Al 'aalaa (the highest Jannah) so how much better is it that you got a short cut to 
it! You may have lived longer but could have faced a life of tribulations. Your iman could 
have become weak. You could have turned your back from the battle field and sold your 
brothers out, but Allah took you away in the best state. How fortunate you are that the 
moment you were taken away you were absolved of all your sins and this is what you 
desired as was clear from the ending of your book (An Incomplete History) 2 . And all praise 
is to Allah the Lord of all the Worlds. So farewell my dear brother, farewell, but not for too 
long as I yearn and long for the day I am united with you in sha Allah and Allah is the 
answerer of our du'as and I have yaqeen in His promise. 



So their Lord accepted of them (their supplication and answered them), "Never will I allow 

to be lost the work of any of you, be he male or female. You are (members) one of 

another, so those who emigrated and were driven out from their homes, and suffered 



2 "Remember the words of Ikrimah Ibn Abu Hishaam at the Battle of Yarmook: 

"Khalid! Please step back; you accepted Islam before me and have succeeded in attaining a lofty status. ..Just 
leave me alone today, so that I can compensate for my sins and absolve myself, (Ghadhanfar, 167)." (End of 
Chapter six) 



harm in My Cause, and who fought, and were killed (in My Cause), verily, I will expiate 

from them their evil deeds and admit them into Gardens under which rivers flow (in 

paradise); a reward from Allah, and with Allah is the best of rewards. (Aal Imran: 195) 



My Advice to my sisters in Islam: 

1) Many women understand jihad through a male relative of theirs be it their 
husband, brother or son etc. Do not ever think of giving up your work for Allah's 
deen regarding jihad /;'/' sabil illah because a loved one of yours who was connected 
to this jihad has passed away. By Allah, this religion is what we are fighting for and 
it is not dependent on its individuals. Neither will jihad go away because some of 
our mujahideen die. No! We must continue fighting. We must stay perseverant. 
Make du'a that Allah always gives you istiqaamah (steadfastness) on the Haqq and 
keeps you focused on your goals. Remember what Abu Bakr told the Muslims on 

the day Muhammad ^aLu 3 <xAs- <aJJl ,_ r Lo) died: 
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Whoever amongst you worshipped Muhammad, then Muhammad (5 <ulc <aJU I l _ J JLo 

,aImi) is dead, but whoever worshipped Allah, Allah is Alive and will never die (Sahih 

Bukhari) 

So don't think it's all over when a loved one passes away as I thought at the first instance 
of finding out about my brother's death. I thought, let me 'pack my bags up', get out of 
this secrecy that I'm trying to maintain and live normally. This Jihad requires a lot of work 
from you, my sisters. 

2) Work on your 'aqeedah consistently. Always check up on yourself and your 
tawhid. Evaluate your actions and be sincere in what you do for Allah's deen. Ask 
yourself, am I really doing this because I want to please Allah and aid His deen or 
because people will praise me and say, 'sister, Jazakillahu khair, that's so amazing!' 
If you are married, raise your children to love the mujahideen and teach them the 
principles of Islam. Take them out to do physical activities and make it fun. Always 
teach them that Allah is watching us and will hold us accountable for our actions. 
Teach them about the Aakhira and all the delights that are in store for the 
Believers. Part of the problem with the Muslim Ummah today is bad mothers 
because mothers with weak 'aqeedah lead to children with bad 'aqeedah and 
consequently weak /man (because they don't understand the essence of this 
religion, i.e. tawheed) which leads to furthering them from Islam. 



3) To my sisters who want to get married to the mujahideen: 



My first advice is: It is not enough for you to admire them and say, 'subhan Allah, these 
brothers are amazing.' It is simply not enough. Someone once coined the term 'hero 
worshipping' regarding the mujahideen. What she meant by this was, many sisters look 
upon the mujahideen as heroes to the point where they start glorifying them. My sister, 
you too will be held accountable for all that you do. Getting married to a mujahid brother, 
first of all is not a free ticket to Jannah but secondly, it demands a lot of sacrifice and 
hardship. It is indeed very easy to admire them and desire to imitate them while you sit on 
your leather couches with a slice of cheese pizza in one hand and a can of coke in the 
other. Allah will hold you accountable. If you want Jannah, you have to work hard for it 
and not rely upon someone elses' good deeds. Additionally, remove any notion of a steady 
and stable life from now on. Of course, life and death are in the hands of Allah only, but 
you should mentally prepare yourselves to deal with a lot of uncertainties. One of the 
brothers who was martyred along with my brother had come from one of the European 
countries, only 3-4 months prior to his shahadah in sha Allah with his pregnant (and 
convert) wife. She is now a widow at the age of around 20 with two daughters! They 
sacrificed all of this, only for Allah's deen. Subhan Allah! 



Secondly: If you are serious in wanting to get married to a mujahid brother, you must talk 
to your parents seriously about marriage. Don't think that you cannot ever get married to 
a mujahid brother because you live far away from it all or your parents will think you are a 
'terrorist'. I know of someone who knew a sister who lived in the West and then travelled 
to another country where incidentally the jihad was also taking place. She had come to 
one of the main cities to study Islam at a University there. There, she was approached by 
one sister whose relative was involved in the jihad. She was really interested as well and 
never thought in her wildest dreams that she would get a proposal from a mujahid 
brother. However, she hadn't spoken to her parents about the issues of Jihad before. She 
tried approaching her parents, but she just could not talk to them about jihad. It would be 
considered too extremist and would be a blatant shock to them. So just imagine at all the 
opportunities you might be missing out on in the future, simply because you were too 
scared to talk to your parents about getting married to a mujahid fii sabil illah. 



If you are sincere and true to what you say, then talk to your parents about Islam, 
about tawhid, about jihad and its rulings and about the current world situation. 
It's not enough that you limit yourself to this deen. Your parents should be 
acquainted with your views as well. Talk to them about what's going on in the 
world, and what Islam's perspective is on all of this. It is not too difficult to get 
married to a mujahid brother. Believe me, make your du'a and be sincere. Place 
your tawakkul in Allah, and leave the rest to Him. If something is meant to 
happen, nobody can stop it. There are ways. 



It has become so difficult for mujahid brothers to get married these days because 
parents of daughters do not want to give their daughters up in this manner. And 
why not? Because they have no inkling of an idea about what Islam says about 
these issues. Our Salaf were the complete opposite. They would not give up their 
daughter except to a mujahid fi sabil Allah who was fulfilling his covenant with 
Allah. How the tables have turned! When Jihad became fardh, going out for jihad 
and being a practicing Muslim were synonymous- not two different things! It was 
part and parcel of being a Muslim. Talk to your parents, involve them and teach 
them about Islam. At least then, when you do find a mujahid brother to get 
married to in sha Allah, they will neither be shocked (and if they are, their shock 
would be less than if you had not told them) nor will it be so difficult to give you up 
to the mujahideen fi sabil illah. 



Always be ready at the possibility of getting married to a mujahid brother and 
moving to the lands of jihad. Be sincere in your dua's and ask Allah with utmost 
yaqeen, that if it is better for you to get married to a mujahid, that He provide you 
with one who is righteous and has good akhlaaq. I exhort all of my sisters to 
advise other sisters regarding my third advice. It is crucial. 



4) Don't think to yourself, jihad is not fardh 'ayn on me as a woman. It is the men 
that need to go. So what would you like the alternative to be? To get married to 
someone who, yes, prays his five salawat and fasts in Ramadan and is upon the 
correct aqeedah but one who is too attached to his life in the West to leave it? Do 
you want to take the risk of raising up your children on the manhaj of those who 
hate the mujahideen and don't think jihad is fardh~?\ So, pray, tell me what will 
happen to your jihad then? Neither will you be able to go, neither will you see that 
dream fulfilled by your children (unless of course Allah subhanahu wills otherwise). 
It is a fact of life that men usually have more control over the raising of the 
children than the women. Additionally do not deceive yourself by thinking, 'I'll get 
married now and then I'll work on my husband later'. Believe me, when you get 
married and then start a family, you get caught up in so many obligations: your 
bills, your rent, your loans, your kids. It becomes so much harder to leave all these 
things at this point. 



So my sisters, think carefully what you want from your life. I am not asking you to be over 
emotional and reject logic. However, if what you really want is to aid the mujahideen then 
look into the possibility of getting married to one and understand the different aspects 
involved. Make sure you take into account advice # 3 if you really want to get married to a 



mujahid brother. Nothing is inevitable if Allah wants it to happen. The point is that you 
need to do your part. You cannot just reminisce over the amazing qualities of the 
Mujahideen without doing something about it yourself. 



My message to the Armies of Shavtan (Pakistani and American both): 

From my brother's letter: 

" Tell all that want to know, things are alright here, and a guerilla campaign is being 
set up in the masood area. You will see a steady escalation in a month or two. The 
army cower in their bases and are afraid to leave their fortifications. I've seen 
video[s] of the ambushes myself from last month, so no need to be alarmed this 
army hasn't achieved anything of substance yet" 

Don't think you can cower in your bases and claim victories on your outposts of fisq and 
fasad (your media) over the mujahideen and brainwash the masses. Don't think you can 
use a remote control to kill the Muslims and get away with it. Allah is greater than you, 

and as Umar (<uc <»JJl ,_^oj) said to Abu Sufyan on the Day of Uhud, ^ Jyll j \i1y Ai (Allah 
is our Protector and you have no Protector), we throw this statement back at you, while 
your chant is: "al-'Uzza is ours, and you have no 'Uzza!" So call upon your 'Uzza to save 
you when the destruction of Allah descends upon you. 



We know your strategy all too well and the Mujahideen are just luring in wait for you at 
every opportune moment. We will never forget the blood of our mujahideen, and the true 
mujahideen can never be bought. So wait. Wait, until the next Abu Dujana comes 
knocking at your door with a beautiful message and sends a few more of you rolling into 
jahannam in sha Allah. And we are not the same. Even while the mujahideen kill you, we 

are not the same. As an unrelenting 'Umar (<suc <»JJl ^JoJ) yelled out to Abu Sufyan who 

was scaling Mount Uhud looking for the Prophet (,aJ_juu 3 <x t lc _al)l JLj) after having 
mutilated the corpses of the Companions: "No, we are not the same. Our dead are in 
Paradise, while your dead are in Hell!" So grieve over your dead as you ought to, while 
we rejoice at the deaths (or in fact 'new lives') for our shuhada' as we consider them to be, 
in sha Allah. 



Don't think we will not get our pay back. By Allah, Allah is on our side and until you 
continue to shed the blood of our brothers and sisters with the press of a button in your 
video arcades at Langley and Creech Air Force Base, then wait, you too will get your 
recompense. The sheer audacity by which you try to play God, and think you have control 
over the lives of human beings, will only hit you hard in your faces soon. In fact you are 
seeing the effects of your drone strikes in front of your own eyes. Far from your goal of 



eliminating the terrorist 'menace', the Jihad has grown, multiplied, and spread to different 
parts of the world you thought it would never reach. And all this! Even after nine years of 
continuous bombings, bombardments, and exorbitant expenditures which your Congress 
routinely has to approve of, to the point of draining your own resources. And All praise is 
to Allah, the Lord of all the Worlds. Our religion is a religion of honour. We do not allow 
humiliation to touch us for even a blink of an eye. If you are really men, come down to the 
ground and fight the mujahideen. Or do you fear what happened with you in Somalia in 
October 1993 when the dead bodies of your soldiers were dragged through the streets of 
Mogadishu? And indeed your fears are warranted as this is what will be your inevitable 
fate, in sha Allah. 



Until then, we will consider you as weak and cowardly. Revenge is the name of the game 
and we love death just as your desire and yearn for life, so don't worry about a lack of 
number and resources. The Mujahideen will find you wherever you are and Allah is with 
us. 



I will finish off my message to you as was the custom of our beloved prophet (<uLc <»JJl ^JLo 

pLu 5) with an invitation to Islam. I invite you to read the Book of Allah (the Qur'an) and 
reflect upon its verses. If you accept it, then all your sins will be forgiven. If you do not, 
then it is only to your demise both in this life (as you will still be our enemies) and in the 
Hereafter. Allah has promised the disbelievers a painful torment, so pay heed and save 
yourselves if indeed you are truthful. And if you do not cease in your vulgar and inhumane 
activities then do not expect the mujahideen to greet you with flowers, but rather, with 
bombs. 

<dT ^jIpj t^^Lo^ilj i.\~H\ JijZ>\ ^1p ?">LJlj S^L^Ij t^Ldl i_jj am JuJ-I jl Uly>i j>-\ j 
^jJl j>jj Ji jL^L *-$*-j\ j* LS ^-j 'tlftJ 2 ^ Cj'-j*^ 3 ^ v^-^j 



